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REST STOP 
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The Assassination Revisited 
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Around 2:15 p.m. on Friday, April 14th of Easter weekend '95, I stopped 
at the Rest Stop just east of Gautier, Mississippi. It is exactly halfway 
between home in Pensacola and my New Orleans apartment in the French Quarter. 
This Rest Stop is a tad unusual in that it has a semi -secluded wooded round- 
about, which is convenient for pulling off for a snooze or for strolling down 
past cement picnic tables to enjoy the vista out over an expanse of marshy 
streams. Police patrol the area and occasionally, I am told, arrest men look- 
ing for more than the panoramic view. 

Holiday traffic had been surprisingly light, but construction detours 
and one- 1 aners had left me tired. Besides, it was a beautiful day, and I was 
feeling drowsy; so, since I wasn't in any rush, I parked in the roundabout, 
grabbed the Crossword I'd clipped from the morning Pensacola News Journal, and 
settled at a shady green-topped picnic table. Bathed in sunglass-tinted 
lavender, the area seemed slightly unreal. 



This was pieced together seven hours after the event from memory and a few 
names scratched in the margin of my Crossword and is not in exact chronolo- 
gical order. 
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All of this is by way of introduction to the encounter, shortly there- 
after with a man, who would turn my life around for the next few months. I 
was caught quite unawares and became very uncomfortable in the course of our 
conversation. That, I see now, is why I regret not paying more attention to 
detail and probing more deeply. 

This man first passed at some distance and, with a slight nod in my dir- 
ection, disappeared down one of the woodsy paths. He was a bulky, tanned chap 
with dark shoulder-length brown hair. He wore baggy trousers and a partially 
unbuttoned, white, patterned sports shirt over an ample midsection. That's 
all I noticed on first glance up from the Crossword. When he returned, it 
took only a, "Hi!" from me to bring him over to straddle the bench on the 
opposite side of the table. "Where you headed?" he asked, leaning on the 
ping-pong green table top and looking directly into my sunglasses. 

"New Orleans. Keep a little apartment there." 

" I used to live in New Orleans. " 

"Oh?" 

"Yeah. When I was a kid. Ran away from home because things were bad. 
That was in 1961. I was fifteen. " 

"Where did you live?" 

"Lots of places. Chartres, Dauphine, Esplanade ..." 

"Oh. In the Quarter. " 

"Yep," he said with a tight-lipped smile, brushing pollen from his 
"I was one of Clay Shaw's lovers." 



arms. 
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When what he said finally sank in, I immediately thought: could he 

possibly know that of all the people in this world he could have made that 
statement to, he was addressing an " Assassination buff" with three shelves 
of books stored in the upstairs guest room closet, plus a dozen folders marked 
JFK, MLK, ROBERT K . , GARRISON , CHAPPACUIDDICK , WATERGATE , etc? 

I shifted my attention back to him and tried to focus, grateful for the 
dark glasses which provide some sort of shield. His tanned face, pudgy now in 
its 40th- some thing year, could have once been handsome. Eut, he didn't nec- 
essarily have to be tan, I though. He could have Latin, Italian (or even more 
probably, Indian) blood. There was a scab on the bridge of his nose as if he 
had recently been in a fight and had gotten hit. He may have had a slight 
one-day's growth of beard, and something dangled from a gold chain around his 
neck. The man was decently clean and groomed, but I had the impression he was 
living (albeit with dignity) on the economic edge; a man carrying troubles 
which he had learned to mask with the tight ironic smile. 

He slipped easily into what would be an only occasionally interrupted 
half-hour monologue. Speaking in a slight unrushed drawl, his words (espec- 
ially names) were sometimes hard to catch, due, perhaps, to missing teeth? 
(which might account for the tight-lipped smile). His eyes never left my 
glasses, except, sometimes, when they turned inwards and a couple of times 
when they misted over. 

"I was just fifteen," he began. "At first, Archie [last name un- 
clear] helped me. He's the one who introduced me to Clay Shaw. I used to see 
Shaw every Tuesday and Thursday afternoon around 4:00." 

"At his house?" 
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"No. He had a wife, you know. And a son. He was very well respected 
in New Orleans. I went to where he was staying at 1237 [?] Chartres. Some- 
times he was late because a meeting at the Trade Mart ran long. I just 
waited. He was a big man. Distinguished. He was top man at the Inter- 
national Trade Mart and an architect who renovated houses and designed streets 
in New Orleans. ” 

"Yes, I’ve heard that. Very respected.” 

’’Clay Shaw had trouble getting sexually aroused. So he wanted me to do 
things to him physically with whips and things. I didn't know anything about 
that stuff, but he showed me what to do. I caught on OK.” 

” Sado-masochistic, ” I said. 

’’Yeah, I guess.” 

”1 remember when Garrison’s men searched his house there was a room of 
leather masks, whips, chains, etc.” 

”1 don’t know about that. I left town right after it happened.” He 
paused and his eyes seemed to shift inward. I was feeling uncomfortable. Why 
was he telling me all this? 

’’And so,” I ventured, "did you also know David Ferrie, Lee Harvey 
Oswald . . .?” 

”0h, sure. Once I met Shaw, I was ’in’ as you might say. Knew them 
all. It was a homosexual scene, you know. Oswald was also one of Shaw’s 
lovers. At one time, there were five of them all living together: Shaw, 

Oswald, David Ferrell [sic], his brother Archie, and d’Amato [?] from the 
Chicago Mafia ... Is that five?” as if to get the count right, he worked 
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back through it on the pollen-dusted green. "Dave Ferrell was a crack 
pilot." 

"Are you saying, Ferrie?" 

"Yeah, Ferrell." [Teeth problan?] There were two Ferrells — twins 
[?); David and Archie. Not The Archie [last name still not clear], who 
introduced me to Shaw. There are two Archies in this story," he grinned. 

"Are you saying Oswald was a hustler?" 

"No. Well, yes, in a way. He was bi. He was on drugs, too, you know. 
Oswald was a very bright man. Not as smart as Shaw, of course. Lee and I 
used to talk about Communism. I came into contact with several Communists at 
that time. And Lee was arrested passing out these handbills. But he always 
argued he wasn’t a Communist. He was a Marxist." 

"Oh, yes. He was in Russia, wasn’t he?" I didn’t want to sound too 
eager or well informed, but there was much I was dying to ask. 

"Oh, sure. He knew what he was talking about." 

At this point an elderly couple holding hands passed close by with a nod 
and, "Nice day." They ambled on down to catch the view. 

After a pause, during which his eyes never left my face nor did his 
tight smile fade, I asked, "So . . .do you think that they were involved in 
the Kennedy assassination in some way?" 

He chuckled lightly. "It was all so easy. The way they did it. So 
simple. They couldn't understand why nobody caught on. Ferrell's brother 
.Archie Ferrell was a professional hit man. Pow! Head-on." He extended both 
hands as if firing a pistol. "You know," 



repeating the gesture again, "pew! 
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The bullet went in front here, ,f he pointed to his forehead, "with a little 
hole, and out back here with this blast." 

"Shot in the front?" I forced myself to be calm. 

"Sure." N ational Enquirer [?] had the picture on the front page and 
nobody in the whole country got it." At that moment I had the vaguest of 
memories of a published photo of a blurred form in a long garment caught by 
the camera from a three-quarter back position. "He was wearing this jacket 
with sleeves down to here," he explained, pointing to his wrist, "and all 
the way down to here," (indicating knees) . "No woman has muscular calves 
like that. Right there on the front page of the National Enquirer , nobody 
picked up on it. That was Archie. Pow!" 

"So, Oswald didn't shoot Kennedy?" 

"Oh, no." 

"Eut they found the gun . . ." 

Chucking, "Oh, yes, he had the gun ..." 

"Kept it in a garage out in ..." My mind blocked. [Later, back on 
1-10, I remembered Irving . 1 

"No, he had it in his place. Carried it in a guitar case. But it was 
a piece of junk. [Name unintelligible] looked at the crooked telescopic sight 
and said nobody could hit anything with that. No way." 

"So there was more than one man shooting?" 

"Sure. From the stone wall and the fence. What was the guy's name 
behind the fence? Tall. Six foot-two. Blonde [from Slidell?]. Donne. 
Donnell . " 

"What name are you saying? Donnell?" [teeth problem again?] 



Brooking (Beach) — Rest/ 7 



"Doyle.” 

"Doyle?" I jotted the name in the puzzle margin as inconspicuously as 
possible. 

"Yes." 

I leaned back, trying to appear as calm as he was. "Also a hit man?" 
"Yep. Like this," and he began tracing a triangle in the pollen dust. 
[I regret not asking- who the third person(s) was.] 

"So Clay Shaw and friends pulled off the assassination?" 

"Yes. Dave was the pilot." 

"Who was Shaw taking instructions from?" 

"The CIA. " 

"He must have had a shrewd lawyer to get him off." 

" The best . Connick . ' * 

"Connick?" I asked, jotting it down as best I could. 

"You know the musician, Harry Connick Jr.?" 

"Sounds familiar ..." 

"His father — Connick Sr. He got him off.” 

After a pause. "So Jim Garrison was right?" 

"Don't give Garrison too much praise," he said almost snidely. Then, 
lowering his voice a half note, he added, "He was a child molester, you 
know. " 

"Ok . . . But, in the broad outlines, you think he was right?" 

"Yes." 

Didn t Clay Shaw end up in Eng 1 and? Wanted to produce plays over 
there or something? Died there? It seems I . . . " 
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"No. He couldn't leave New Orleans. He was charged with conspiracy in 
murdering the President. He never left New Orleans. He died in New Orleans. 
He was a diabetic, you know. David Ferrell came daily to give him his 
shots." He pantomimed a needle to the inner arm. "And that was it." 

"Insulin?" 

"Yeah. Only that last one wasn’t insulin, and that’s the one Ferrell 
killed him with. " 

” I thought David Ferrie died some years before Shaw. " 

"Ferrell gave him that final shot!" [Archie?] 

I was beginning to feel extremely uncomfortable. The quandary passed 
through my mind: Who would you tell all this to? Who would be interested? 

Who would believe you? "So," I said finally, "you have been carrying this 
around with you all these years. " 

"Unhuh, " he sighed. "It began when I was fifteen. I had no idea 
what I was getting into. Whew! At seventeen I got out. I didn't want to see 
New Orleans ever again. " 

"Did Clay Shaw ever try to contact you?" 

"Huh. He was the last person I wanted to see. Only when Shaw died did 
I feel free to cane back to the area. For seventeen years [?] I’d been living 
and working in North [?] Carolina. No contact at all with New Orleans. I was 
living with a man. We put together a small ceramic tile business. We did OK. 
But when Shaw died, I decided to come bade. To get the money, I found this 
run-down hotel. I went in and told the manager I would retile all his bath- 
rooms for a set price. They needed it bad. But, I had to have a key to all 
the rooms to make the estimate. He let me. I presented him with an estimate 
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of $3,000 [and something]. I did the job and, with $400 I had already, I left 
my friend and came back.” 

’’Back to New Orleans.” 

’’Well, I live in Gautier down the road.” 

’’That’s pretty close to New Orleans.” 

”1 have a friend there I’m seeing.” 

I sensed, somehow, that he had only recently come to terms with his past 
and would, with slight encouragement, have gone on talking. But I was ex- 
hausted. Sated. Wasn’t even sure I could remember all of this until I got 
to the Smith Corona in New Orleans. I glanced down at the Crossword with its 
hen-scratches of names around the narrow margins. I didn’t think I could 
retain much more at that point. I did ask him, ’’Did you see the movie JFK ?” 
” Yes I did.” 

” Do you think it depicted the situation accurately?” 

” No. I turned it off after awhile.” 

’’Why?” 

’’They showed Clay Shaw as flamboyant. He wasn't. He was distin- 
guished; dignified. Now, Ferrell was flamboyant. They got that right. But 
I didn’t like the way they showed Shaw, so I turned it off. ” 

’’But do you think Stone told the truth?” 

’’Who?” 

’’Oliver Stone. Director of the movie.” 

”1 guess. It was all so easy.” 

We seemed to have wound down, but neither of us made a move to go. The 
elderly couple strolled back past and nodded, then climbed the slope to the 
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roundabout. Suddenly, I couldn’t take any more. I had to get to the car and 
carry all this to N.O. and try to make some sense of it. Eut, I couldn't 
resist one last question. "So then, Ferrie killed Clay Shaw. Did sarehody 
kill Jack Ruby in prison?" 

"I don’t know anything about him." 

At the top of the rise, we paused. "Say," he said, "when you get to 
New Orleans, why don’t you look up Archie? Not Archie Ferrell, but Archie 
[still not getting it]. He's in his seventies now," he added, and I sensed 
his tone softening. "He runs a classy antique shop on Royal Street. His 
family was wealthy, and he's involved in New Orleans society. He introduced 
me to Clay Shaw back when I was fifteen, you know." 

We shock hands. "I'm Jack Beach from Pensacola,” I offered. 

"And I’m [name hard to get]." I asked him twice. It sounded like 
Billy Lee [or Dee] Johnson, but I cannot be certain. 

The man’s dented, rusty yellow car circled the roundabout once, slowing 
but not stopping as he passed me strapping myself into mine. I caught up with 
him on 1-10 just as he veered off onto the Gautier Exit rairp. I honked, and 
his hand went up in a kind of salute. 



— Jack Beach 



